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SLOPER AT BAY AT LOWESTOFT. 


“* Although I was pleased to hear of Poo~ Pa’s daring escape from Clacton police-station, I must confess to feeling more than a little alarmed at the course 
‘ents are taking. The police seem to be more than ever convinced that he is a bloodthirsty Anarchist. Papa, who has adopted disguises galore, has, I understand, 
alle sundry efforts to fly the country, and almost succeeded in doing so from Lowestoft the other day. Unfortunately, though, the town police recognised him, and 
ulthough Alexandry made a gallant resistance with an unloaded brass cannon, my poor Dad found himself in the hands of the authorities once more. —Tootsix. 


THE BVORUTION OF DEMOS. A GUILLOTINE SCENE. 


AT Saint-Prix-rous-Beuvray was reared n wayward, rest 
less lad, named Claude Montcharmont. There were times 
when he behaved well enough, but nt others he broke loose 
and wandered for days together in the woods, trapping 
maple or hanging round lonely farmhouses stealing poultry 
and eggs. 

As he grew up he seemed to grow more reasonable, and 
learning the trade of farricr was reckoned a clever workman. 
Yet, from time to time, his wild fits returned, and with his 
gun he took to his old poaching tricks, defying all laws. 
Caught by a gamekceper in some preserves, he was 
denounced to the mayor and refused a gun licence. From 
this time he became an outlaw—a wolf hunted by the 
hounds of justice. Now and then he returned to the village 
for ammunition or money, and again immediately dis- 
appeared, At length his depredations became unsupportable, 
and two gendarmes were sent after him. When they 
found him he had in his hand a two-barrelled gun. He 
faced them, wounded one severely and shot the other dead. 

Two nights later, the gamekeeper by whom he had 
been denounced, was in his cottage with his wife and 
children about to commence supper. He was in the act of 
cutting up the bread for the soup, when the door opened 
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before he had been recognized, 

For some time, owing to his perfect knowledge of the surrounding 
country, he managed to battle those in search of him; but winter 
was approaching, and weary of the wild beast life he was leading, 
he came out from the woods and was captured, 

It might have been thought that at his trial this desperado 
would have «onducted hit f with some courage, but he made a 
pitiful exhibition of his und when sentence of death was 
pronounced had to be carried out of the doc The forty days 
that passed between his sentence and exccution were forty days of 
the most abject terror to this ruftian, who, though short, possessed 
enormous strength, 

Daring the night he must have had horrible dreams, for he 
woke up velling with fright. In the day, he moaned, groaned 
and sobbed. In Franee no notice is given to the condemned 
criminal until the fatal hour has arrived, The dread engine 
of death was erected during the night, and at a quarter. past 
five in the morning the Governor of the gaol and the priest 
entered his cell to bid him prepare to meet his God, On hearing 
these words Monteharmont uttered shrick after shriek, writhed 
and twisted on his bed and refused to rise. After paves and 
entreaties the priest got him to confess his crime, but he begged 
for another pricst to be present also, probably to gain time, and 
one was sent for, 

And now the executioner would have entered the cell, but the 
door was barricaded, After a struggle the obstacle was removed, 
but Monteharmont still refused to dress, and his piercing screams 
were heard without the prison walls by the horrified crowd. At 
last they managed to huddle on his clothes and to tie him hand 
and foot. He was then thrust into a cart, which carried him to the 
foot of the scaffold. But when they would have had him climb the 
short staircuse he contrived to fix his feet tightly in the steps and 
to defy all attempts to move him. One of the executioners was an 
old man, the other of very slender build, aud their efforts were as 
nothing nauinst his herculean strength. A frightful struggle 
lasted for twenty-five minutes, in which the clothes were almost 
torn from his back, the crowd looking on in horror. 

At last the executioners gave in, and the prisoner walked back 
to gaol and was put back into his cell, where he never ceased to 
yell and moan. Meanwhile, the guillotine was left standing all 
day, an enormous crowd surrounding it, and at half-past four 
another executioner and his assistants arrived from Dijon. The 
condemned man was then again bound, but this time so securely 
that it was impossible for him to make any movement. Arrived 
at the foot of the scaffold, he was carried up on to the platform 
and fastened to the plank. Here he still howled and prayed, but 
the knife fell swiftly down and his sufferings ceased. 

The son of Victor Hugo, Charles Hugo, wrote a furious article 
upon the subject, in the Heénement ; in which, addressing the 
Government, he said, “ Your guillotines are as badly made as your 
laws.” For this he was sentenced to six months’ imprisonment, 
and toa fine of fifty francs, with costs of trial. 

* * * * * * 
THE BIG FITE, 
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(Newt week, A Wild Seheme.”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


„„ Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrclape large enough to containthe 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Only to oblige you. NELLIE; It is not in SLOPER'S line. Keep 
your cye upon him, TAFFY, It's a most unfailing sign, Try again, 
then, DISAPPOINTED ; Deracererance wins the day. Pussibly it 
aight, COMMANDER; Tit they hardly ever pay. Out of print, 


AN OLD SUBSCRIBER, Advertise your wants and you Doubtless 
will obtain them cheaply. Only, Dick, te one or treo, Sorry that 


are're not at present Any apace for story, Kir. Banish calumny, 
A Boozer; SLOPER doesn't care a bit. Very much obliged, MisS 
Barrow, Just the thing we like to sve, Yes, we think you may, 
InquimER, On the payment of a fre. 
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“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6e. 6d. 
In Stamps or J. O. O. s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOK LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 
PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE, 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, er Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty cxecpted), whe shall Pe n to meet 
with hies vr her death inca Railway Accident to he Trais in 
which they are travelling. in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the enrvent issuc of * ALLY SLOPER’S HAL¥- 
IIoL DAY Le jownd upon the Deevased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-Honipay” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Jollowing Wednesday moraing. 


— — 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 
First Lovely Little Thing, You cawt think how mad I was, I'd 
have cried if Vd dared, 
Cc. Lovely Little Thing. And dnren't you, darling? 
First Lovely Little Thing, Wow could 1?) I'd just finished 
putting on my evening complexion. It was awfully annoying ! 
= 8 


Stiehl. No, there are only two men among my acquaintances 
whom could truthfully call handsome, 
Sloper, Ah, yes! just so! and who is the other? 
* 


* 
THERE comes to every man a timo 
In this dramatic age, 
When he is certain that he could 
Succeed upon the stage, 


3 : 
Fin ds Siéete Mailen. Where on earth was that young Mr. 
Spooner dragged up? 
Man of To-day. Oh, somewhere down in the country. 
Fin de Siéelé Maiden, So V should think, Why, he actually 
suggested going to church lust Sunday, 
* 


— 
Friend, Does poultry-keeping pay ? 
Amateur, Oh, decidedly ; the man who serves me with corn 
makes quite a good thing out of it. 


ALLY 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


SLOPER'S HALF-HOLI DAN. 


No. 539.—The “Llandudno Bathing” Costume. 


The wind was frisky—and Pluffer soon had 
quite a uice assortment of hats. 


— 


— —— — 
a 


re, Is Ethel going away this week ? 
She, No; what's the usc? No one wonld believe it. She doesn't freckle or 


tau a bit. 


Selzer and Pompey berry Constantinople yet?" 


much I've taken a tart to Boytou's, 


alike. 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
No. 21.—Locke. 


“Say, James, have you taken a caiqne at 


A Se. 


“No, old 


man ; 


but 


| Saturday, August 25, 1894, 


In the Smoke Room 
Literary Shark ( fishi: 5 = 
wie with, 242 1 Fer a coffe, ber, op Inte?” mee eet 
Leleraury Linn. ell, u to t = 
the best, and indeed have invariabl ly cant has 3 = 
s 


s 
4 n Are you going to have the bells rung at your wedding, 


May. No, love; 1 shall be the only one that day. 
ss 


Fiala. Dodson seemed rather nettled at your remarks, 
-Vobbs, I don't wonder at it, I said several stinging things, 
* 


s 
Young Chesterfield, Would you kindly explain to me th 
ditference between an acquired taste and a eee taste. 5 
Old Chesterfield, It is entirely n question of expense, my son, 
The one is a taste for oysters, the other for whelks. One a 
penchant for absinthe, the other a liking for gin. 

ss 


s 
„J Lost an arm in that there fight,” 
The gallant soldier said. 
“But though he never got a wound, 
The captain lost His head.“ 
ss 


s 
Tirst Pretty Little Thing. How are you, dear? So glad to sco 
you! Is it true that you are engaged! 
Second Pretty Little Thing. Oh, yes, dear! Such a nice fellow ! 
And so well off! If you will stay to tea I'll introduce him to vou. 
First Pretty Little Thing. I shall be charmed, dear ; but—cr— 
don't you think—er—that it will be rather rash on your part, as 
you haven't got him yet? [Another pair of enemies for life, 
* 
* 
Hawkins. That's not a bad suit of clothes, old man. Where did 
you buy them? I'll go and have one like it. 
_ Sliper. Abraham is my tailor; you can mention my name if you 


ike. 
Hawkins. Not much! Why, I shouldn't get credit if I did that 
ss 


s 
Iluat of Shooting Party. Now, then, before we make a start, 
have we everything we require? 
Ar. Beg pardon, sir, but if that friend of yours from London 
is going to carry ‘is gun like that, I think it'd be unwise to 
start away without a bulance. 
2s 
s 
Mother. I tell you, my dear, that he will not make a good 
husband. 
Daughter, How on earth do you know, mother? I'm sure he's 
very nice, 
Mother. Why, you silly child! surely I'm a better judge of a 
husband than you can possibly he! 
Daughter, 1 don't know, mother. Looking at father, I should 
fecl rather inclined to doubt it. a 


Suicker. Going to havea holiday? 

Snacker (mournfully), No. 

Snicker, What! going to stay in town? 

Snacker. Oh, no. I'm going to take the missis and the children 
and the p'ram. and the mail-cart to the seaside for a month. 


Little Miss Sharpshins, I say, papa, why do people always cry 
at a wedding? 

Old Sharpshins, Why, my dear, one half cry because they are 
not married, and the other half cy because they are. 


s 
I CALLED her dear when first 1 was 
In Cupid's meshes caught. 
We're wedded now: alas, I find 
She's dearer than 1 thought. 


= 
Ocerhcard in King Street, Yarmouth, 
Visitor. How are you, old man? How's business! 
Tradesman, Shocking bad! Only two funerals for over three 
weeks ! 28 
s 


First Friend. Why, old chap, I should hardly have known you. 
Ilow you have altered; you look ten years older at least. What 
on earth has aged you? 

Sccond Friend, Marriage, old chap, marriage. 
soon after I met you last. ae 

s 


1 got spliced 


Counsel, You were close to the scene at the time, were you not? 
Plaintiff. Oh, yes, quite near ; I was a nigh witness, in fact. 
ss 


s 

Worple. Is it true that there is to bo a meeting of SLOPER's 
creditors to-day? 

Curple. 1 don’t believe it. 

Worple. Why not? 

Corple. Why, there is no space large enough in London to hold 
them except Hyde Park, and that is engaged for the Plumbers’ 
Anti-using-iron-pipes League. » « 

s 


Magistrate. No more prevarication, if you please. I insist upon 
your answering the questions put to you. Now, what passed 
between the prisoner and yourself? 

Unwilling Prosecutor, Six words and a brick, yer honner ! 

Magistrate. What do you mean? 

Unwilling Proseeutor, Why, yer honner, he said, “ You're n bally 
liar!” I said, “You're another!” aud then he shied a brick, aud 
here's where it hit ine. es 

s 


Master, How many ounces make a pound, Tommy? 
Pupil (butcher's sen), Fifteen, sir. 
aster, I'm afraid you've been taking lessons from your father, 
my boy, instead of your arithmetic book. 
* 


s 
AT billiards Jones can beat me well, 
Yet, strange enough to say, 
Whene'er we meet to have a game, 
He always “ runs away.” 
* 


Lady (engaging new housemaia). And mind, I allow no followers 
on any account. 60 

Modern Hare (haughtily). Pardon me, madam, 1 don't quite 
understand you; but 1 couldn't think of staying anywhere 
where my fiancé was not received, 


Mr. Lappitup ( foving an early visit). Well, Tommy, what are 
you staring at me for, eh? 
Host's Little Heir, Why, I heard pa tell ma you usually had a 
big head in the inorning 
Borne off Sor whacking to the nursery. 


a 
Sniper. Is Swagger an Atheist? 
Jur. How do you define an Atheist? ' 
Ini fur. Eh! oh!” Why, a man who believes in nothing. 
Snapper, Then Swagger is not an Atheist, for he has an intense 
belief in himself, 
— eee 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny: 


LARKS. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
99 SHOE LANC, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. c. 


Saturday, August 25, 1894.} 
TOOTSIE AT LLANDUDNO. 


Do you know Llandudno? It is rather a long way from 
]ondon—227 miles from Euston Square, in fact. But the railway 
A is 

ardty she 
worst part o 
it, it’s the 
awful journey 
in your cab to 
Euston Sta- 
tion. Why 
are all railway 
stations so aw- 
fully inconve- 
nient to get to? 
Say you liveat 
Clapham and 
want to get to 
Euston, Pad- 
dington, St. 
Pancras, or 
King’s 
—say you live 
at Belsize Park 
and want to 

t to London 

ridge, Watcr- 
loo, or Vic- 


It was a thing he was a 
kee or he would never have been able to tell anyone where 
ne lived.” 


Near Great Orme the beach is covered with hard and stable 


sind, and the gradient is so gentle, that at low tide a vast track of 
sind is uncovered, and bathing is safe at any stage of the tide. We 
three girls have therefore gone in seriously for swimming ; the 
little accident that happened to Tottie last week having revealed 
the fact that, left to herself, she swims like a stone. 

When George Augustus Sala was telling us the other day what 
the girls of the past did and didn’t do, e did not, I think, say 
anvthing about their swimming. I don't think there were many 
lady swimmers about in the forties. The interesting female young 
person who fell into deep water got drowned, unless the interesting 
male young man was fluttering around somewhere in the immediate 
vicinity, and he happened to be a swimmer himself. The bathing- 
sown of the fifties and sixties and seventies was not quite the sort 
of garment to swim in. Some of your mammas, dears, must 
remember those awful things hanging up to dry on Ramegate 
sands, decorated here and there with weird patches; the bathers 
joined hands and bobbed round in them, and sometimes they got 
round the wearers’ necks or over their heads, 


* * * * * * 

_ Billy has a black eye, and we are all of opinion that it serves him 
right. I believe he forced his company upon a Welsh fisher 
maiden of considerable 
1 attractions, who, 

ad the time and place 
been more wisely chosen, 
might have listened more 
graciously to his tale of 
love, but as her jsiancé 
was buzzing about, she 
squealed, and he brought 
his boot to bear upon 

Billy from the rear and 
blacked his eye when he 
turned round, 

Our posters adorn the 
palings of Llandudno, 
and a new one of me is 
extremely fetching ; and 
Ginger and Legs, in com- 
pany with that extra- 
ordinary boy, spend the 
greater part of the day 


gazing upon it in silent 
rapture. Naturally Tottie 
and Lardi, who have had 
very few bouquets up to 
now, are not a little 
spiteful; but Bob, to 
whom 3 and Ginger 


stand drinks, whilst they 
| : poy every night for best 
FROM THE FRIFOLUTE THEATRE bare. Memwhile, the boy 
manages to dodge in 
somehow at some weak 
, spot, and leads the ap- 
1 an. Legs and Ginger, who at firat scowled at one another darkly, 
a fraternize, and it is reported that they have tossed up to decide 
‘hich is to speak first. I wonder which it will be! Jenkins 


Ea are still chirsting for each otlier's gure. We dread a 


Extremely fetching. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


EVERYBODY 
IN SEARCH OF HEALTH SHOULD 


LOOK OUT FOR 


SLOPER'S 
PILLS. 


— 


SEE FURTHER ANNOUNCEMENTS. 
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ONE TOUCH OF NATURE. 


Ir has been said, and with a great deal of truth, that it is 
adversity that makes philosophers, to which we would beg to add 
that a merry little work, entitled,“ Hogmurkitt’s Hints to Agri - 
culturalists“ has done its share. There is a particular farmer, on 
whom we have kept our eye, who had a copy of the book sent him 
last Christmas time. In a weak moment he read it. Also, in a 
subsequent weak moment, he perused it. He was particularly 
taken with one Hint, which seemed to him to be uncommonly 
smart. At page 443 Hoggmurkitt told of, what he called, a capital 
pee for getting rid of those pests of the husbandman—crows. The 

est way of getting on terms with these black-feathered despoilers, 
he said, was to get a gallon of shone spirit—rum or whisky—and 
thoroughly soak some corn in it. When the grain was fairly full 
of the spirit, it was to be scattered about on the top of the earth in 
different parts of the field where the crows would see it—come 
down—ent it—get blind, paralytic, speechless on it—and flop and 
fall about to such an extent that any farmer's boy might pick them 
up by scores and wring their wretched necks. It was ten times 
easier, and cheaper in the long run, than shooting them. 

Our farmer tried it. He soaked ten bushels of grain in the 
“Special Scotch ” from the Haymakers’ Rest—warranted 
ten yards—and scattered it about. The next time we saw him he 
was foing up to London, with a double-barrelled gun, to look for 
Mr. Hoggmurkitt. There was wild determination in his eye, and 
tifty rounds of powder and shot in his pocket. 

“Wasn't the plan a success?” we asked. 

He glanced like a she-bear robbed of her cubs, as he answered : 

“Success? Hoggmurkitt’s funeral Il be one! Look ere, I 
follered the bl directions word for word. em out to 
the letter. Soaked the corn till it stunk like a distillery, and 
9 whole of it late one evenin’.” 

e 9” 

“Well, nex’ mornin’, ‘tween four an’ five o'clock, I went down 
very quietly to the field, 80 as to creep in on em soa wares, 6 it 
were, an’ see how the thing worked. Great Jehosophat ! w 
sight I saw! Sich a chatterin’ and a screechin’ there was round 
one particular stump of a tree, where an old crow—a sort of 
‘sharper’ crow—had perched. He'd been an’ collected all that 
whisky-soaked corn an’ had it in a heap, an’ he was retailin’ it out 
to the others, givin’ em one grain o' that for three o my good corn, 
which they were a-rakin’ like mad out o’ the furrows; an’, so 
anxious were they—just like livin’ men—to get. hold o the 
wretched stuff, that they’d uprooted that entire field jest as 
effectually as if forty steam ploughs had been at work!“ 

Just then the London train rolled in, and there was blood in his 
eye as he stepped aboard her. 


— 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 


No. 6—WHEN IT RAINETH. 
OH! the joys of the beach are divine 
When the sun is serenely ashine, 
And, from dawning till dawning, at “fine” 
The barometer's needle remaineth. 
But J know of no scene that can 
The delight from one's heart and one's face 
Like the lorn-looking watering-place 
When the rain everlastingly raineth ! 


Oh! the maiden goes out on the mash, 
Oh! the matronly dame cuts a dash, 
The Lothario twirls his moustache, 

And new prowess the invalid gaineth 
On the shore when the sun is aflame ; 
But the patient, maid, gallant, and dame 
Are alike very torpid and tame 

When the rain irrepressibly raineth ! 


When the Whitechapel tripper with glee 
Journeys forth to the sands of the sea, 
Then (if Sol in a jolly mood be) 

Hea qolly day's pleasure obtaineth ; 
But, alas! from the noon till the night 
The poor woebegone Whitechapel wight 
Stays in pubs., and gets terribly tight 

When the rain reprehensibly raineth ! 


— 


FROM A BUSINESS POINT OF VIEW. 
SCENE—Bovtmaker's, 
Shopman (as Lady enters). Good morning, madam. What can I 
have the pleasure of showing you? 
_ Lady. J want u pair of buttoned boots, please, about twelve and 
six. 
Shopman, Certainly, madam, what size? 
Lady, Three's, 
_Shopman (calling down tube to warchouse), One pair twelve and 
sixpenny ladics’ buttons, large tives. 


Be 


to kill at 


t a 


2 
a] 


SYMPATHY AT A DISCOUNT. 
— 


So far as the milk of human kindness was concerned, Mr. 
John Howard Buzgins privately regarded himself as something 
approaching u lacteal 5 3 


ſeluge. 

Not that he ever 
bestowed anything in 
the shape of material 
relief upon the needy. 
No! his innate delicacy 
of soul shrank from the 
application of such gros- 
remedies; but when it 
came to a question of 
sympathy, it was, in 
sporting parlance, a case 
of “Buggins first, andl 
2 rest oe. b 

ympathy e posi- 
tively reeked with it! 
The ever-ready teur 
instantaneously obeye:l 
his summons, and his 
soothing “ Bless my soul, 
how truly sad!” con- 

ed to the wounded 
spirit an indescribable 
sense of chastened com- 
fort. And yet there were 
not wanting hardened 
cynics who had been 
heard to declare that 
that sort of thing was 


. 

“ But 'twas ever thus,” 
mused Mr. Buggins, 
referring to these selfsame cynics. Man's sordid selfishness 
takes instant alarm at the presence of the loftier virtues, and— 
bless my soul! that poor fellow appears to be in sore distress |” 

The time was evening; Mr. B. was shuftling—shufling being his 
normal mode of progression—through a shabby street in the 
purlieus of Bloomsbury, and the man in question was standing 
disconsolately at the corner of a frowsy court leading therefrom. 
He was undersized, ragged, blear-eyed and red-nosed. 

“You appear troubled, my friend,” said Mr. B., softly. 

“Yus, lam!” was the tearful response. 

“May I inquire the nature of your grief?" 

„There ain't no natur' in it at all,” whined the man, raising his 
head. It's agin all natur’ as ever it was. Ero! now I'll put it to 
yer straight, as atween man an' man. Ere am IJ, the father 9“ 
thirteen kids, an’ the honest usband of a' ungrateful missis, as is 
always a-naggin’ an’ a-dottin’' me. I've bin unfortunate, I'll own. 
I've bin out o’ work for sivin year, an'—” 

“Bless my heart! how truly sad! Seven years, eh?” interposed 
Mr. I., with lied sympathy, 

„Mus!“ resumed the connubial martyr, with increased vivacity. 
“Sivin year larst 
55 Dank Ollerday; an’ 
doorin’ all that time, 
mind yer, the missis 
ain't suffered; she's 
‘ad nothin’ todo'cept 
look arter the young 
uns, an’ turn a’ easy 
mangle,an’doa day s 
charin’ now an’ then 
—a reg lar lady's life 
in fack! An’ ave 1 
took the money from 
‘er, as most ‘usbands 
would 'n' done? No! 
I've binsatistied with 
u cupple o' shillin' u 
= week—nevera farden 
more; an’ now, ter- 
night, just cos 1 
arsked er for a' extra 
tuppence, she ups 
and floors me with a 
mangle roller, an’ 
then jumps on me! 
: Why, it’singratitood, 
: yer know, that’s wot 
it is — ingratitood ! 
It ain't natur!“ 

“Poor fellow!” 
said Mr. B., sooth- 
ingly. “You are 
indeed to be pitied. 
Your wife's conduct appears to be disgraceful, shocking! Believe 
me, you have my sincere and heartfelt sympathy, and. 

At that moment, Mr. B.'s hat was jerked violently from his head 
9 — a tall, bare- armed virago, with lowering visage, confron 

m. 

“Sympathy!” she screamed, her arms working like the sails of 
a windmill, Who the blazes arsked you to sides with a idle, 
drunkin, good fur nuthin’ vagabond?) Is yer sympathy good fer 
‘arf a crown towards buyin’ my children boots?” 

“My dear woman, my worthy female,” fecbly remonstrated 


“How truly sad!" 


“You appear troubled, my friend.” 


r. B. 

“Who are you femalin' ?“ shrieked the Amazon still more loudly, 
“Wot d’yer mean by pokin’ yer nose in a respectable married 
woman’s business, an’ backin’ her scamp of a ‘usband up in is 
loafin’ ways?” 

“Yus,"chimed in 
eagerly that hero, “he 
wos a-sympnathizin’ 
with me, Sal, like one 
o'clock, he wos!” 

But by this, Mr. B. 
was in sore need of 
that virtue himself. 
Amid loud cries of “Go 
it, Sal! Give it im 
‘ot!” from an un- 
savoury crowd that 
swarmed, as if by magic, 
from the court, the 
aggrieved lady bore 
down upon him like an 
avalanche, and it was 
not until he had been 
knocked down, and 
picked up, and 
scratched, and twirled 
and bustled by all and 
sundry — for full five 
minutes—that he con- 
trived to break from 
his captors and fall 
exhausted into a four- - 
wheeler, which fortu- ee : 
nately happened to be s.,, 11 . 
passing. ö 1! 

When at leisure he 
examined his bruises, 
and found that his . . 
watch, purse and sundry other items were likewise missing, Mr. B. 
discovered that the milk of human kindness, like the ordinary 
domestic “sky blue,“ hus a tendency to turu sour. 


A tall, bare-armed virago, 
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© Miss Catchum is with that awfully low man again.” “ Yes; and yet 
ber ambition is Hy-wen.” 


Amelia. Why are you so upset, Maud ? 

Maud. Why, a young swell on the ‘bus put his 
arm round my ist. 

Amelia, Avd you find your heart gone? 

Alaud, No; it was my purse. 


Sportsman. I think 1 hit him this time. 
Archer. So you did, sir! but not the bird, ouly the boy, 
aud his father will expect a trifle for damage. 


„ Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
r friends whose portraits have not het been inserted. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—THE KING OF COREA. 


40 es 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


Nc idl 25 8 


wll 
115 
Aufi 


waneret / 


1 
ih My 


(1) “Oh, think of the risk, my husband!” criel Mrs, Slop r. laying her ,t check rome difficulty in entering the Royal Palace, the King of Corea being invisible to the 4 
against his vin-spangled shirtfront, and winding her fair arms around lu re- rut outer world; but by bribinz a Luly-guardsman with a thimblefal of “ Uns wertete. 
„k. When the great man nuule it known to his family that he was about tu go out he succeeded.—(4) The simple fellow was not used to the gargle of the gols, never 


No. 363.—Mis8 CONSTANCR MELNOTTE. 
*Who would not strive to win so fair a bride."— The Pook Snook. 
© Will not a life's devotion make you mine? Lord Leh, 
“ Qh, rare indeed this maiden's queeuly beauty."— The don. Billy. 


ul interview Li-Hi, King of Corea, Darling!“ he cried, “ personally I risk nothing. 
The Government having, with its usual short-sighted policy .refusel to mivance the 
needful, I have sucecedet in borrowing safficieut to cover all exes uf the expedition 
from Lord Bob ; besides, to follow my usual custom of doing when in Rome as the 
tomans, have I not instructed my tailor to make me a Chino-Jap costume, so that 
if T tind myself—in the words of the immortal Bill, ‘on one part and on th’ other 
1 can either impersonate a Chinaman or Japanese, as exigency requires ? 2) And 
thus did it fall out, for when eventually A. SLOVER found himself iu the Chinese lines, 
prisoner as a spy by a soklier of Anakean phy-iqne, he had no difflenlty in 
the celestial warrior believe that he was a fcllow-countrvman,—(3» The 
hapoened when our hero was collaret by a diminutive Jap: his linwnistie 
iu both cases standing iu good steal A. SLOPE subsequently bud 


AN AWFU’ LIKE THING. 


7 * Pee, \ 


drinking anything stronger than rice water, aml got a bit noisy and was arrested. 
A. SEN afterwants observed his head garnishing the city yates uf Sevul, Avr 
tuining that the King was in his palangnin, being about to take a constitutional, 
he tapped at the side. “Are you there?” he called. “I have come to interview you, 
Li-Hi."——(5) At that moment the King might have been observed issuing stealthily 
from the door on the other side, ““Lis I. SLorka!" the Kminent went om. Muy 
1 assume that you take a lively interest in the war going on between China al 
Japan-um? lerhaps His Majesty is a little deaf: then louder, for he really was 
getting annoyel, “Look here, I am a Itritiab subject, I am, and if you dowt 
immediately reply T shall report your conduct to Lord Kosebery, young feller, Open, 
Tsay, in the Queen's named!” it then occnrred to the Mosgrown to try the door, It 
was open, The paulunquin was empty l su he cane away. 


\| 


( were soopin’ the Kirk lum. an’ McBean, the Kirk Officer, was yellin' doon tae (2) And Tammie pushed the (3) As McBean was earnestly seekin' for McParritch, the Eider (returning from the Thistle Inu) 
Tammie McParritch, who was manipulatin’ the brush, * What are ye dacin', ye cockle-posed bizzim up. sail,“ Losh me! hoo thankful I am that I've lcd a douce au’ virtuous life. There's the Auld Ane alter 
eediot? Push the biazim up, ye deevil!" ” 


puir Tammie, in spite o“ a’ my meesionary effurts. 
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Torre with he Gloves o. 
„„ 
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— coo’ BY , ob CHAP 
I'm gust ABOuy Done yp”? 
— “do n, ol' MAN 


Profession 


MPun Ces · 


Hullo! hullof hullo! What cheer? And here we are again! You sce, my noble patrons, I am 
well up in the showman’s various forms of greeting ; and if I give you them all together, you may 
take it as an extra compliment, and as evidence of how delighted I am to ree all my old friends 
acin, But we will waste no more words, but get to business without further delay :—The great 
Nuudow, the strong men's pride, Ilus taken to himself a bride:— When Tommy Athina dona the 


Er Oe i ee ees ee 


a: 


ien Hang it! 1 can't tell which 1s the worm and 
which is the beastly line ! 


Daisy. Excuse me, I am sitting ou that . 
V.. Iuvund. Dear we, youug lady | tuen 1 u very sorry for von, for Tm no ligutwelgzlit. 
* 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLI GIS. 


CRUSHED AGAIN. 


—CEAD REAT.” 


gloves, You bet it is a aport he loves :—A goodly crowd assembled here, The winner of the race to 
cheer :— Good-bye, Art hir: good-byr, Bill; Though foes, they are quite fricndly still :—Each day 
the Kaiser went anew, Te sce some milit'ry recicw :— The i- Russian wished to be A British 
subject, as you sce :—The Surrey crack quad work has done, And now may fairly claim the bun :— 
That's all for the present. Ta, 'ta—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


Mary Anne. 4 hair is like pure gold. 
Harriet, Yea, fourteen carat, 


sir. Drury Lane Rean Rrummel, I fink yer right, Lon- farver’s 


best weshut ullus did wake ine rarver @ snappy overcoat | 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— — 


Arter he has successfully steered through the usually boisterous 
Sea of Courtship, a young man is justified in imagining that the 
rest of his jour- 
towards 


555 ney 

fo. HIVE 70 Go) Port Matrimony 
( mite Pato? will smooth 
3 sailing. But 
„ such, though, is 
— not always the 

case, Only the 


other day a 
young couple 
found them. 


selves stranded 
actually at the 
mouth of the 
Harbour of 


Wedded Bliss. 
In spite of the 
fact that signal 
in the shape o 
the banns, had 
been hoisted for 
upwards of three 
weeks pre- 
viously, on the 
all-important 
day no pilot 
turned up to 
steer the couple 
safely over the 
bar. No! the 
clergyman was 
only 415 
uous by his 
absence ; and although search was made for him all through the 
neighbourhood, no signs of him could be discovered. The wedding 
had, eventually, to be postponed till the morrow. AJ.LY's warmest 
sympathies are with both ride and bridegroom, 


s 
THE Marquis of Lorne has distinguished himself as a poet by 
writing an ode to the Infant Prince. It is quite untrue, however, 
that he has been engaged to write verses for the “Jumbles an 
Gingerbread” column. No amateur screeders need apply. 
ss 
s 
A PAPER, commenting upon the increase of pretty and artistic 
furniture, asks, what has become of all the old and hideously ugly 
articles?) We know. Seaside landladies and London lodging-house 
keepers have bought em. 3 „ 


ONE of the varieties of the“ New Woman,” we are told, is the 
„doggy“ young lady, whom it is no uncommon sight to encounter 
surrounded by as many as half a dozen canine 
pets, of as many b s and sizes, Time was 
when toy terriers, King Charles spaniels, and 
other tiny bow-wows alone won favour in 
the eyes of the fair sex; but now all is 
changed, and the demand is all for collies, 
St. Bernards, mastiffs, and similar heavy- 
weight dogs. 1 


THE Mildewed Bruiser has this day been 
pee toconfer the “ Award of Merit” upon 

.J. MCNEILL, because he's a hot ‘un with his 
“dukes.” “Feyther,” bleated the Azure-Eyed 
Bottle Holder, “I do wish as you'd let me 
‘ave a few lessons from Tommy. He gives 
en very reasonable, and teaches you how to 
uit ‘em up in no time. 
Vho knows whether I 
shouldn't be able to 
knock out Corbett with 
n bit of practis.” And 
the Agòd promised to 
look into the Sporting 
Life and see what 
could be done. 


= 

Some of the American 
ladies come out fairly 
strong in the matter of 
bathing dresses during 
the summer season, and 
1 . a brief 
description of a cos- 
tume 8 at that favourite resort, Manhattan Beach. The dress is 
of black satin, made with short sleeves and a full skirt, worn over 
black silk stockings, and with a dainty cap of the same material. 
‘Tasty, isn’t it? What a pity Manhattan Beach isn't a bit nearer. 


s 2 
A YOUNG man who had come to London from America with the 
deliberate purpose of getting an original play he had written pro- 
duced, was brought up before the k Inst week charged with 
begging. This is indeed a case of Speedy retribution. 


s 
THE German Emperor called informally at Mildew Court the 
other day, and expressed much regret at the absence of A. SLOPER 
from town. The caretaker subsequently conducted the Kaiser over 
the ancient and historic pile, and his Imperial Highness was duly 
impressed, „ 


Tun warm weather and the attractions appertaining to the sea - 
side have together combined to keep the Legitimate Drama at a 
very low ebb. The 
metropolitan 
theatres are at pre- 
sent doing practi- 
cally no business 
at all. But it is 
altogether other- 
wise with the music - 
The Alham- 
bra, for instance, 
never did better 
than at present. 
Even at Christmas - 
tide we have seen 
this J establishment 
far less liberally 
patronised. The 
Alhambra manage- 
ment, though, are 
working very hard 
for the success they 
are deserved! 
attaining. Their 
programme is con- 
structed of the very 
best material, and 
it is doubtful 
whether a prettier 
ballet than Sita 
has ever hitherto 
been produced on 


any variety stage. 


i 2 


* 
THE long talked of fight between Jackson and Corbett seems to 
he as far off as ever it was, They both profess to be full of fight; 
ut any rate, they are as full of “gas” as a decent sized gasometer. 
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IF there is one thing more than another that A. SLOPER admires 
about the Aquarium it is the fact that the management seem never at 
n loss for something new. 
They seem to keep an un- 
ending stream of novelties 
on hand, and generally inan- 
age to work four or tive of 
them into their programme 
every week, What wonder- 
ful strides the Aquarium has 
made in public favour since 
Ritchie took up the reins of 
mangement, no one can 
possibly conceive who is 
not behind the scenes. 
Suffice it to say, that during 
the whole period of exist- 
ence it has never been ina 
more flourishing condition 
than it is at present. 


s 

THE rumour that owing 
to the enormous and dails 
increasing success of Larke! 
the editor has struck for 
a huge increase of screw, 
need cause no anxiety to 
the public. As a matter 
of fact, the great man's 
retainer isalready princely, 
and he is as well satis 
as the readers. What more 
could we say. Oh, Larks! 
is a champion little lot, 
and no mistake. * 

On her return to London from the seaside, Tootsie is determined 
to run a Theatre on her own account. Bob, Billy and the Duke 
have consented to take it in turns to finance her. The speculation 
will, therefore, with luck, last quite two days. 


THE rumour to the effect that the Skunk has vest developed 
a taste for Scotch whisky is devoid of foundation. The Eminent 
never permits any of his horses in training anything stronger than 
“ Unsweetened.” °° 


From an American source we learn that Henry Irving has 
decided to play in Pantomime at the Lyceum during the Christmas 
holidays. This is news, indeed. What part is he going to take 
—that of clown or pantaloon ? * 


In a letter to A. SLOPER, the German Em r expresses him- 
self ns greatly pleased with the quartern of Unsweetened ” which 
the Eminent forwarded to him whilst he (the Kaiser) was at 
Cowes. As some slight reciprocation, he has sent the Old 
Wreck a beautiful full-blossomed German sausage. Good old 
Wiiliam ! * 


Happy be the limbs of the law. The Long Vacation has once 
more freed them from their duties; and judges, barristers. solicitors 
and the festive attor- 
neys’ clerks have 
packed up their traps 
and hied them to the 
sea, the mountain, the 
moor, or wherever 
their inclinations lead 
them. The rumoured 
threat of reducing the 
“Long” has not yet 
taken effect, and, per- 
haps, never will. Until 
it dele, they will enjoy 
n protracted an 
doubtless, delightful 
holiday. . * 


How is this? A 


fortnight nearly 
Aan since the 
“Twelfth” and no 


grice—no, not so much 
as a blessed feather. 
Last week the Emi- 
nent had to make the 
very same complaint. 
A. SLOPER has un- 
limited trust in every- 
body left at Shoe 
Lane, otherwise he 
might explain the ab- 
rence of the toothsome 
birds, 


In addition to his Yellow Riding Jacket, Li Hung Chang hae 


also had his Peacock Hat taken from him. This is sad news. 1 
the Chinese Emperor continues to undress his Viceroy in thia 
manner his conduct will savour of the indecent. 

ss 

ae 

THE report that Lord Rebar was seen at Lowestoft the other 
day bathing the Sloper Twins is absolutely without foundation. 
Mrs. Sloper can attend to her own domestic duties without assist- 
ance from the Government. 10 


A TRAVELLER, who had just arrived from India, told an English 
lady of his acquaintance that Hindoo girls are taught to think of 
marriage as soon as t could talk. She replied that English 
girls are not, They require no teaching. 
ss 


s 

“THERE were fifteen of us, and we all had whips,” sings that 
sturdy-voiced comedian, Mr. Herbert Campbell ; and this line of 
his still popular 
song very exactly 
expresses a state of 
things to which a 
correspondent of 
the D. 7. indig- 
nantly calls atten- 
tion. Not a Sunday 
or Bank Holiday 
passes but there 
occur numerous fla- 
grant instances of 
5 to 5 
and pon owin 
to tye ener 
over-crowding of 
the vehicle, and the 
severe use of the 
whip when the 
luckless animal fails 
to draw the brutes 
who sit behind it at 
a sufficient rate of 
speed. The Society 
for the Prevention 
of Cruelty to 
Animals has done much excellent work ; 


let it now turn its 


attention to suppressing this vile cruelty towards the noblest 
8 animal of the brute creation. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR ron run WEEK ENDING SKPTEMBER ler, 1894, 
— 


26th August, 1891.—A Nuremberg merchant on burrd the 
ss, Lahn this day threw into the sea, when about one hurdred 
miles from New York, u bottle containing a slip of paper with the 
request that the finder should inform him where it came ashore 
The Danish Legation in Iterlin received the slip of paper from the 
cee ie comet, = the 5 that the bottle was 
‘ound in April, „ on the south const of the islan 
Rangarvalla district, latitude 63 degrees N. is a! 


27th August, 1889.—Several thousand le who 
at Rockaway Beach this day to witness the feat. Hr a 8 
diver, Baptiste Peynaud, were treated to a thrilling episode not in 
the programme, Peynaud ascended to the top of u high skeleton 
tower, twenty feet square at the bottom and five feet square nt the 
apex, erected at Seaside Landing. From this height Peynaud 
leapt off head first. Eight or ten feet from the . u netting of 
stout linen cording was stretched out to receive him. A great 
shout from the crowd below greeted him, and he answered by 
clapping his hands as he shot lat as an arrow through the air, 
But the shout of the spectators quickly changed to a cry of fear as 
he neared the network, for the force of the wind was greater than 
the “diver” had calculated upon, and had carried him dangerously 
near the edge of the receptacle. His weight coming upon the 
meshes outside of the canvas snapped them easily, and for a 
moment it seemed that the daring Frenchman must be dashed tothe 
ground. But, with great presence of mind, Peynaud extended his 
arms, and quickly grasping with both hands the broken netting 
through which he was ing, was able, with a lightning-like 
semen, to land upon his feet, and stood bowing to the cheering 
crowd, 


28th August, 1859. — Dr. Julian Char 4 Fi 
King,“ died this das, aged 67, at New York. n 


1 29th August, 1889.—A newspaper of this date states that 

A few — ngo n 2 woman named Maria Heller blinded her 
lover, a painter on porcelain, by throwing vitriol on his face as he 
lay asleep. The unfortunate man was taken to the hospital ina 
very critical state, while the author of this horrible deed disappeared 
promptly and baftled all the efforts of the police to find her. The 
corpse of Maria Heller has just been found in the Marne, near 
Joinville-le-Pont. Before throwing herself into the river she had 
taken the precaution of tying her legs tightly together by means of 
a rope. On her person, when the body was discovered, were found 
the photograph of a Zouave, who bore no resemblance to her 
unlucky lover; the certificate of her birth; a purse, and a long 
letter Lt pro the reasons which had led her to commit suicide. 
Meanwhile, the unfortunate man lies at the hospital blind and 
terribly disfigured.” 

30th August, B. O. 30.—Cleopatra, Queen of E died 
this day. Marc Anthony fell b: his” own sword 2 tho 
‘Calends’; and that sympathy which we can scarcely bestow upon 
their lives, history has enacted, like those of Romeo and Julict, 
over their monuments.” 


Sist August, 1838.—An immense herring was caught on 
the Skinburness coast, on this morning, by coun Beattie, “it was 
of the extraordinary length of 16 inches, 85 inches in girth, and 
weighed 193 ounces. 


ist September, 1715.—Louis XIV., who died this day, was 
told that Lord Stair was one of the best bred men in Europe. “! 
shall soon put him to the test,” said the King; and asking the 
Ambassador to take an airing with him, as soon as the door of the 
coach was opened, he bade him pass and go in. The other bowed 
and obeyed. The King said, The world is in the right in the 
character it gives—another person would have troubled me with 
deremony. 

—— 


TO THE SERVANT GIRL. 


OH, servant girl! oh, servant girl! 

Whether in manse of duke or earl, 

Thou dwell'st, or city clerkling’s lair, 

Or home of merchant millionaire, 

Thou still so well canst play thy part 

That those in whose employ thou art 

Have hearts that ache, and brains that whirl, 
Oh, servant girl! oh, servant girl! 


Oh, servant girl! oh, servant girl! 
There's not an errand-running churl 
From all the shops in all the street 
That does not eat thy master’s meat ; 
That does not drink thy master's wine, 
Purloined by those cute hands of thine, 
And, dancing, round thy kitchen whirl, 


Oh, servant girl ! oh, servant girl! * 


Oh, servant girl! oh, servant girl! 
How many an peeler bold doth twirl 
His thick moustache while he declares 
His love to thee below the stairs. 

How often, while he boils with ire, 
Thou mak st 15 suffering boss desire 
A boot jack at t 4 head to hurl, 

Oh, servant girl! oh, servant girl! 


oo 


A NOVEL IN A NUTSHELL. 


“VERY well, Honoria, very well,” ejaculated the well-nigh heart- 
broken young fellow as he dropped the hands of the beauteous 
chorus-girl and half turned to go. “Of course, you are your own 
mistress, and have every right to choose the man whose future life 
you are to make divine i happy ; but your preference for the race- 
course-haunting, music-hall-frequenting, loud dressing——” 

“You do not prove your valour by thus abusing the absent. 

“Then I retract my words. But I sill say this—er—this meing 
and sporting person. I say that in choosing this—er—this how!- 
ing snob in preference to myself you show that you cannot appre- 
ciate the value of a scholar, a man of sentiment, an English gentle- 


n. 

“Probably not,” replied the maiden. “You see, 1 go in for) 
13 not men. Up to the present, the ‘scholar, man of sentiment. 

e En; 


glish gentleman’ has totalled three or ek pee of port 
at Short’s, a twopenny bunch of blue corntlowers, and a ride on the 
roof of the bus to see the Tower Bridge. On the other hand, the 
‘racecourse-haunting, music-hall- frequenting, loud: dressing snob, 
tots up at these sapphire and diamond earrings, a bay pony and 
red-wheeled Ralli cart, a Bay exines St. Bernard, five new frock>, , 
innumerable dinners at the Savoy and the Star and Garter, and u 
private account at the London and County. Now, if you wore my 
skin, which would you have?“ 

But the fine feelings of Reginald John Cockburn Whiffinsissop' 
were fatally wounded, and, turning upon his well-worn heel, he 
strode away. 

— EnEnEnnRS< ane 
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BIKING BOBBIES. 
[The latest thing threatened in “ wheeling” is a corps of policemen on bicycles.) 


— 


Erst the Bobby on 
his beat 
Would Lay 2a with 


heavy feet— 
Next with silent 
plates of meat 
Would he tread ; 
But it seemeth he 
would like 
Awe in criminals to 
5 strike ‘ 
y enreering on a 
“bike” 
Now instead. 
Cnorvs— 
Yes, on the bold 
“ pneumatic,” 
Mounted nobby, 
1 „cob - 


7. 

Most emphatic 
and ecstatic 
Then would be the 

Biking Bobby ! 


Yes on the fleet 


we machine 
Would our Robert feel serene, 
Working wonders he, I ween, 
Would be found ; 
And when he'd fain alight, 
Just with cook to take a bite, 
She could mind the bike all right 
Safe and sound. 


Then anon on his “ pneumatic,” etc. 


PURELY BUSINESS-LIKE. 


THE fair young editress of the Home * carelessly wiped 
her nib upon the pink silk pen-wipe, a Lasig 3 the Jeweled 
holder upon the massive silver inkstand, turned her dainty face 
towards her visitor. 

“You have a story you wished to submit to me, Mr. Lovibond, 
| think you said?” she remarked, with an encouraging smile. 
„ hope it is something new; we are sadly in want of novel- 


tes. 

I'm afraid it can hardly be called that,” he responded. It is 
an old story—the old, old torx. in fact.” 

“Oh,” she said quickly, “I'm afraid we haven't any space for 
anything of the kind at present.” 
nut this is one ys which the fellow loves the girl so devotedly,” 

% inte 5 0 

would die for her if 
need be; whilst, if she 
found it in her heart 
10 refuse him, he'd go 
away to the nearest 
chemist fora shilling’s- 
worth of the strongest 
rat poison and put a 
period to his blighted 
career, 

“Oh! and is your 
1 9 tae very lov- 
wile, 

“Lovable? She's 
just the sweetest, 
prettiest, cleverest, 
daintiest darling that 
ver breathed,” is ex- 
claimed enthusiasti- 
cally. “Oh, my dear- 
est, you know what 
my story is; vou 
know that you your- 
elf are its heroine, that I——” 

Stay —stay, Mr. Lovibond,” she broke in hastily, whilst a roseate 
blush mantled to her fair, white brow; “I really think, under the 
rircumstances, that having given me this brief synopsis, it would 
5 . satisfactory if you committed your proposed contribution 

wiper, 

5 My darling, then I may? oh 

“Really, Mr. Lovibond, I must ask you to excuse me discussing 
the matter any further at present. I am very busy just now. Will 
you let me have the copy by to-morrow, please? Good morning.” 

The next number of the Home Comforter contained the 
following among the Answers to Correspondents : J. I. Lovibond.— 
Your contribution shall reccive the earliest consideration ; but, in 
Suture, please v rite only on one side of the paper. 


Three days later the following letter reached its destination : 


Home Comforter Office. 
Dan Sin. —I ha ve read your atory with much pleasure. Though 
it lacks absolute beg it, I think, atones for that in sincerity, 
and I shall, therefore, dec de to accept it. If you can manage to 
9 some time between eleven and one to-morrow. I shall be 
obliged. Yours very truly, THE EDITREss. 


(He called. 


— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
MAnlox MALVOISIE. 


I CANNOT sing the old songs 
That once I sang with glee: 
They seem so lame, so dull and 


tame, 
They merely madden me. 
But to Elysium soars my soul 
On Plensure's gauzy wings, 
When from my loving lips there 


ro 
The songs Miss Marion sings. 


I cannot play the old tunes 
That once employed my Broad- 


wood : 
Be it confessed that crush my 


reast 
They with a sorrowing load 
would, 
Some mania o'er my heart has 
crept, 
Some strange and startling 
craze, 
Which makes me naught admire, 
except 


The tunes Miss Marion plays. 


1 cannot dance the old steps 
That once I loved to trend: 

Methinks that I would liefer try 
A hornpipe on my head. 

Her nimble movements hold such 

sway 

O'er mine enraptured glances, 

hat I can now no dance essay, 

Save those Miss Marion dances. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


THE Cape Town Ax District Gas LIGHT AXD 
Coxe Co., Ltp., CaPE Towx, July lith, 1894. 
DEAR ALLY SLOPER,—Herewith I send you a copy of photo of 
one of my men whom I found poring over the pages of your lively 
paper. He is, as you see, a nigger. Talk about the advance of 
civil ! Here we have an example. If you care to reproduce 
this, you are at liberty to do so. If so, kindly send me a copy. 
Sincerely yours, Wu. ARNOTT. 


— — 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 


No. 262—He AMPLY Proves nis INABILITY TO HELP THE 
OFESSOR. 


From good Professor Polliglot 
A. SLOPER an Fret : 
eee 
en by ench vu . 
80 1 would hare thee bale ws write 
A Dictionaree of Slang!” 


Then SLOPER sought, with rancour hot. 
The good Professor Polligl 
And said, Thy boko 1 will dot, 

Thy twopenny I will bang, 
I'll darn well bash 3 blooming beak 
For having had the blithering cheek— 
The blarmed good neck—mine aid to seek 

For a Dictionaree of Slang!” 


The Professor Polliglot 
Replied, “1 comprehendeth not 
The reason of thy rancour hot ; 

For thou, who with a berg | 
Of low-lived larrikins dost live, 
Can'st unto me most surely give 
Invaluable assistance wiv 

My Dictionaree of Slang! 


Then ALLY’s wrath grew sad to see : 

“Now, bust-n-frog and perish me! 

I'll wipe up this yere floor with thee ! 
For—jam me eyes, and dang 

Me don mp strike me grey. 

I've pigged with big, nobs alway, 

And, to save me bleed, I couldn't say 
Not nairy a word of Slang!” 


— — 


A SENSIBLE MOTHER. 


“No, Mr. Chasuble, no,” said that sensible woman, Mrs. De- 
Puyster Potts, smiling sweetly, but with an air of fixed deter- 
mination, at the rector, as she walked down the churchyard path ; 
“my son, Augustus, is, as you say, seventeen, and of an age at 
which a young man is beset on all sides by temptations. Of 
course, in many ways, he may ‘go wrong,’ as you put it, but I do 
not think it necessary that he should sign the d of Hope pledge 
--as you sugg he ought to—in order to keep away from 
intoxicating liquors. No; in fact, only yesterday afternoon I sent 
off a cheque for seventeen guineas to a very n firm in Coventry 
to get him a pneumatic bicycle with all the latest improvements.” 

“Of all the inconsequent women in the world!” the worthy 
rector half exclaimed, adding aloud: “My dear Mrs. P., I was 
talking about temperance !” 

„Well, and so was I,” responded Mrs. P. My dear Mr. Chasuble, 
aid youerer see a young man who was able to roll home tight on n 

yele 

And the rector admitted that, in cycling parlance, she'd “ fairly 
taken his hind wheel off.” 


— 


LOVE AND LAW. 


THE Baron has builded a big, big tower 

And his daughter is hid in its inmost bower, 

For he'll never give her and her bridal dower 
To a lover so base and stupid. 

Oh, the love for one's sire is a long, long love, 

And the love for one’s sire is a strong, strong love, 

But to wrestle with Love it’s the wrong, wrong love— 
Sing ho for the power of Cupid! 


The Law = the sire in the right hath been, 

And the maiden hath wept in her grief and spleen ; 

But the lover hath climbed up the ivy green, 
And the haughty pepe is dupdd. 

Oh, the arm of the Law is a long, long arm, 

And the arm of the Law is a strong, strong arm, 

But to wrestle with Love it’s the wrong, wrong arm— 
Sing hey for the power of Cupid ! 


The bird from the bower in the tower has fled, 

The swain oer the main has his true love wed. 

And the head of the Law is a down-hung head, 
And the father looks sour and stupid. 

Oh, the gripof the Law is a long, long grip, 

And the grip of the Law is a strong, strong grip, 

But to wrestle with Love it’s the wrong, wrong grip 
Sing ho for the power of Cupid! 


— — 


FEMININE AMENITIES. 


Ir was the delightful Mrs. Winnie-Peggaway's first At Home” 
since her return from Brighton, and, of course, the charming Mra, 
De Mudge-Rokerstoney was there, 

„Glad to be back again, dear?” she asked, in her most honeyed 


tones. 

“Oh, yes; there's no place like home, after all.” 

„Even though there be a bill - of- sale on it,” dropped in the sweet 
visitor in a manner compared to which saccharine pineapple was 
as public-house vinegar. 

“Quite so” — with equal sweetness—“and how did you enjoy 
your holiday!“ 

“Oh, only fairly. I don't mind owning, dear, that there were so 
many pretty women there, that I didn’t get as many worshippers 
—no blame to my madiste—as I ex: 5 

“ Nonsense, darling. Why, s ing from my own observation, 
there was only one man there that was not captivated by you.” 

“You're very kind. You mean your husband, of course?” 

“Oh, no, darling; I refer to yours.” 

A discreet male intruder here dropped and smashed a saucer, 
8 charitably enough, to = a stopper on the exchange of 
such delightful feminine amenities, 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS, 


SHort Commons: Wednesday sittings in St. Stephen's. 

BuRNING with Hopes: Setting fire to heavily insured premises. 

“Dewy Eve”: Mrs. Adam shedding tears when her husband 
stayed late at his club. 

Wur does a shilling edition of Burns resemble that poet! 
Because it's n Bob Burns. 

“ A NEAR Thing: Getting damages in a breach · of- promise suit, 
to the tune of a far- thing. 

WHAT sort of nose resembles the inexpressibles of a Piccadilly 
masher? One that is turned up. 

Mu. in Chemistry. “The Hat-o'-Mick Theory”: Wearing a 
short clay in the band of the said hat. 


THE LION QUEEN. 
A Tragedy. 


CHAPTER X. 

Hauen McNapn took a decided dislike to the show busiacss, 
owing to the death of Madame Carlona, There vas an ai ot 
tragedy about that 
lions’ cage which was 
depressing; and 
though he had no idea an 
that two of the trage- vA 
dies been due to , 
the tones of his fa - 
vourite instrument. 
he blamed himself an : 
because he had not 5 ae 5 
insisted in continuing 5 
to superintend the hot 
iron department. Ile 
regretted Madame 
Carlona’s death 
keenly. She had been 
a capabie business 
woman, and had been 
kind to him, and he 
would have been lena 
than human had he 
not bestowed some re- » 
533 thoughts upon aa 

er. But these 1 
thoughts were tem- 
re considerably by 

he comforting reflec- 

tion that he was now 
free to woo the se- 
cretly loved Sopho- 
rina. His financial Sterile and rocky portion of the globe. 
circumstances, too, 
had improved beyond his expectations. The colossal aggregation 
was entirely his as residuary legatee, and Madame had accumu- 
lated several thousand pounds of savings, most of which she had 

ueathed to him by will. 

amish mingled his thoughts of past good fortune and hopes of 
future bliss with tender aspirations towards his native land. That 
sterile and rocky ion of the globe was a poor place for a poor 
man, but with such wealth as he could now command it had its 
charms. With Sophorina for his wife he could conceive no happier 
1 of existence, and with the show business disposed of to the 

t advantage, he saw no reason why he should not realize these 
aspirations, — 

And Sophorina Bellarini—had she no thoughts of love? She 
had. The love she concealed while Hamish was a poor man 
had suffered nothing by his becoming rich. Love never does suffer 
that way, however much it may do so when the circumstances are 
the other way about. 
Nor was Sophorina 
longer a dependent. 
Madame — Carlona 
had left her com- 
panion fifteen hun- 
dred pounds in her 
will, and it is not 
n breach of conti- 
dence to mention 
that Hamish McNab 
thought it would be 
a pity to break up 
the Carlona fortune 
into fragments ; and 
Sophorina’s fifteen 
hundred pounds 
only added fifteen 
hundred charms to 
her already attrac- 
tive person. 

Nor was the woo- 
ing a great difficulty. 
One night, shortly 
after the funeral of 
Madame Carlona, 
Sophorina men- 
tioned to Hamish 
McNab that she 
thought of leaving 
the colossal aggre- 
gation and retiring 
to reside with some 
friends. She added that she was tired of the show business. 
Hamish McNab heaved a sigh to the memory of the late lamented 
Madame Carlona, mentioned that he, too, was tired of the show 
business, and aug that they might retire together. 

Sophorina blushed, and said that she had no objection to such a 
scheme, and no more had to be said. 

Two days later the proprietary of Carlona's establishment 
changed hands. The opposition show bought up the whole 
establishment, and boor the united exhibits as the only show 
in Europe which had real man-and-woman-eating lions. 

There was no need to wait long between the death of Madame 
Carlona and the nuptials of her bereaved husband and companion, 
The estimable lady had set an example in this respect ; having, 


7 


5 ad hee 


*, 


Sophorina blushed. 


on each occasion of her husbands’ demise, re-entered the matri- 
monial state within three weeks of the funeral of the deceased, 
Hamish MeNab and his bride—who had dropped the tlorid name of 


0 
1 


Sophorina Bellarini, 
and re-assumed her 
simple name of 
Mary Ann Brown— 
decided that the, 
ought to follow suc 
an excellent exam- 
ple, and they were 
wed. 

* e * * 

Hamish McNab 
bought an extensive 
sheep-farm in the 
vicinity of the 
Braeh and was 
warmly welcomed 
by 1 e j 
uncle, who promptly 
e 
Hamish had always 
been his favourite 
nephew. It is un- 
derstood that when /// 
the old man suc. 
cumbs to the Me- 
Bung whisky, the # 
historic shot-gun 4 
will descend to 
Hamish as the chief 


Li 


representative of the 
family. 
There is much Warmly welcomed. 
speculation as to 
how Hamish made so much money in so short a time, but this was 


kept a secret, and it is generally supposed that he had kepta tourist 
hotel somewhere in another part of the Scottish Highlands, 


Tus Exp. 


No. 374.—Linbsay DAIsu, Esq. 


“ Although, E hardly as well known to the general 
populace as Sir William Harcourt, In Rosebery, or other 
distinguished statesmen, Lindsay Daisl's claims to pose as a 
8 man must be aimitted by evervone who can claim the 
ronour of his acquaintance. Nevertheless, Lindsay is not at all 
a conceited man, and is quite content to hide his shining light 
under a quart tankard ; in fact, if only his own wish had been 
cousultel, he would never have posed as recipient of the honour 
we now confer * But we, of the Sloperian staff, are 
y keen in d ing genius, awl in dragging our hero 
rom the shadow of obscurity into the beautiful but subluct 
light of everlasting fame, we offer no apologics to anyone. 
Lindsay, during his short span of life, has had a pretty varied 
career, and captured the laurel wreath in more professions 
than there are fingers on his haml. Nevertheless, he himself will he 
the first to confess that the proudest am! happiest moment of his 
life was when the news was gently broken to him that ‘Ally 
Stoper's Award of Merit would be conferred upon him ou 
June 13th, 1894."—Debrett Improved. 


PLEASURE AT THE HELM. 
Youth, iu the persun of A. SLOP, ix somewnere in the bows, 
{rightfully durex. 


Fair Rather. Oh. dear! how silly of me to be cauzht by the 
tile ona sand-hank like this! And if here isn’t a vonn male 
man coming in a boat to take me off! How drewlfully awfully 
shocking!“ 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
UNAPPRECIATED GENEROSITY. 


Aunt, Well, girls, of course you are yon to hatne while you are down here. 
(sip. No, Aunt. Unfortunately, we have left our new bathing dresses at home. 


ual, What of that? You shall have a couple of mine, 


(Strange to say, though, the yirls, after glancing at Auntie's proportions, decide 


not lo avail themselves of the offer. 


. 5 ff 
Hpi U 


(1) Scheming Sum. Wmt never knowel business so slack before. Bin awaitin® 
‘ere ‘alf the day for a charnce to carn a dishonest: penny, an’ nothink ain't turnel 
up yet. I'll make somethink out of this little lot or bust.—(2) “Ow! yow vo 
Verlice! ‘hip! Brandy, brandy! Your little mal dorg’s took a pound o horf 
me ley, mum! Perlice !"——(3) Mrs. (Map. Oh, doctor, doctor! the man’s 
dyins. Little Fido's gone mad and bitten him, so we've brought him to you. 
Dr. Foreeps. All right. Hold him still a minute till I fetch the ucccssary instrument, 


SOME CONSOLATION. 


“T ray, do von think anyone would notice that my face was 
wellen?“ © They might, old man; but 1 don't think they would 
know which side it was.” 


AN UNSUCCESSFUL STRATAGEM. 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. 


(GG Wigs) 


OVERHEARD NEAR THE REGENT’'S CANAL. 
A case for the Antt-Gamblers, 
Jack. I siy, Bill, is it deep ? 
 endtigh 


Bill, Deep 


i} ls it ia! 
(Left setting mittions. 


“Do you get filled up a day like this, conductor?” 
“No, marm. I believe we coull accommudate a row of 
meat hooks hung round the bus.“ 


sy 


and T'll atten! to him. Not a moment to be lost,—(4) „That's right, policeman, 
hold him steady. Nothing like a rei-hot poker in cases of this sort. Cauterization, 
you know. Don't mind his yells, l'ronipt action’s the thing.“ — (5) Scheming Sam 
(touring t the provinces at sixty miles an hour), Talk about martyrs at the 
bloomin’ stake! Blowed if it ain't enough to make u poor bloke turn honest! No 
more rigs on benevolent old ladies and littie dorgs for me! Not me! No fear! It 
don't pay in this ere bloomin’ uncharituble aye. 


THE SEA SIGHED. 


v 
* 


4, ao 5) 


She. How lovely to hear the sunghing of the 
waves upon the shingle shore, 
Jie. S uſllug charming ! 
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